























NUMBER LXXXIL 
By ADAM FITZ-ADAM. 


———--- --- 


To be continued every THURSDAY. 











TH URSDAY, Fuly the 25th, 1754. 








To Mr. Firs: ADAM, 


> 'T is a received opinion amongft po_ 
liticians, that the fpirit. of liberty 
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1 Bee Z° can never be too. active under a con- 
CER ftitution like ours. But though no 
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more than once preferved the nation, yet he may la- 
ment the unfortunate application of it, when perverted 
to countenance party violence, and oppofition to the 
moft innocent meafures of the legiflature. The cla- 
mour againft the alteration of the ftyle feemed to be 
one of thefe inftances. The alarm was given, and the 
moftt fatal confequences to our religion and government 
were immediately apprehended from it. This opinion 
gathered ftrength in it’s courfe, and received a tinéture 
from the remains of fuperftition ftill prevailing in the 
counties moft remote from town. I knew feveral wor- 
thy gentlemen in the weft, who lived many months 
under the daily apprehenfion of fome dreadful vifitation 
from peftilence or famine. The vulgar were almoft 


everywhere perfuaded that nature gave evident tokens 
of 
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of her difapproving thefe innovations. I do not in- 
deed recolle&t that any blazing ftars were feen to ap- 
pear upon this occafion ; or that armies were obferved 
to be encountering in the fkies: people probably con- 
cluding that the great men who pretended to controul 
the fun in his courfe, would affume equal authority o- 
ver the inferior conftellations, and not fufter any aerial 
militia to afflemble themfelves in oppofition to minifte- 
rial proceedings. 

Tue objection to this regulation, as favouring a cuf- 
tom eftablifhed amongft papifts, was not heard indeed 
with the fame regard as formerly, when it aCtually pre- 
vented the legiflature from pafling a bill of the fame na- 
ture; yet many a prefident of a corporation club very elo- 
quently harangued upon it, as introductory to the do¢trine 
of tranfubftantiation, making no doubt that fires would 
be kindled again in Smithfield before the conclufion 
ofthe year. This popular clamour has at laft happily 
fubfided, and fhared the general fate of thofe opinions 
which derive their fupport from imagination, not reafon. 

In the prefent happy difpofition of the nation, the 
author of the following verfes may venture to introduce 
the complaints of an ideal perfonage, without feeming 
to ftrengthen the faction of real parties; without for- 
feiting his reputation as a good citizen; or bringing 
a {candal on the political character of Mr. Fitz-Adam, 
by making him the publifher of a libel againft the 
ftate. This ideal perfonage is no other than the Oxp 
May-Day, the only apparent fufferer from the pre- 
fent regulation. Her fituation is indeed a little mortify~ 
ing, as every elderly lady will readily allow; fince the 
train of her admirers is withdrawn from her at once, 
and their acovation transferred to:a rival, younger than 
herfelf by at leaft eleven days. I am, fir, 


Your moft obedient fervant, 
E. L. 


THE 
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Tue TEARS or OLD MAY-DAY. 


Led by the jocund train of vernal hours 
And vernal airs, uprofe the gentle May ; 
Blufhing fhe rofe, and blufhing rofe the flow'rs 
That fprung fpontancous in her genial ray. 


Her locks with Heav'n’s ambrofial dews were bright, 
And am’rous Zephyrs flutter’d on her breaft : 
With ev'ry foifting gleam of morning light .. 
The colours foifted of her rainbow veft. 
Imperial enfigns grac’d her fmiling form, 
A golden key, and golden wand fhe bore ; 
This charms to peace each fullen eaftern form, 
And that unlocks the fummer’s copious fore. 


Onward in confcious maefly foe came, 
The grateful honours of mankind to tafe ; 
To gather faire wreaths of future fame, 
And blend frefh triumphs with her glories paft. 


Vain hope! No more in choral bands unite 
Her virgin vot’ries, and at carly dawn, 
Sacred to May and Love’s myflerious rite, 


Brujfh the light dew-drops * from the fpangled lawn, 


To her no more AucustTa’s t wealthy pride 

Pours the full tribute from Potosi’s mine ; 
Nor frefb-blown garlands village maids provide, 

A purer off ring at her ruftic forine. 
No more the MayPore’s verdant height around 

To valour’s games th ambitiaus youth advance ; 
No merry bells and tabors’ {prighthier found 

Wake the loud carol, and the fportive dance. 


Sudden in. penfive fadnels droop'd her bead, 
Faint on ber cheeks the blufhing crimfon dy}d— 
“ O! chafle victorious triumphs, whither fled? | 
“© My matden honours, whither gone,” fhe cry’d? 
Ab! 


* Alluding to the country cuftom of gathering May-dew. 
} The plate garlands of London. 
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Ab! once to fame and bright dominion born, 

The earth and fmiling ocean faw me rife, 
With time coeval and the far of morn, 

The firft, the faire daughter of the fhies. 
Then, when at Heav'n's prolific mandate fprung 

The radiant beam of new-created day, 
Celeftial harps, to airs of triumph ftrung, 

Hail’d the glad dawn, and angels call’d me May. 
Space in her empty regions heard the found, 

And bills, and dales, and rocks, and vallies rung ; 
The fun exulted in bis glorious round, 

And foouting planets in their courfes fung. 


Forever then I led the conftant year ; 





Saw Youtu, and Joy, and Love’s enchanting wiles ; 
Saw the mild GRACES in my train appear, 
And infant Beauty brighten in my finiles. 


No Winter frown'd. In fweet embrace ally'd, 
Three fifter Seasons danc’d th’ eternal green ; 

And Sprino’s retiring foftne/s gently vy'd 3 
With Autumn’s blifh, and SumMER’s lofty mein. : 





Too fon, when man prophan'd the blefings giv'n, 
And VencEance arm'd to blot a guilty age, 
With bright AsTREA to my native Heav'n 
I fled, and flying faw the DELUGE rage: 





Saw burfting clouds eclipfe the noontide beams, 

While founding billows from the mountains roll’d, 
With bitter waves polluting all my fireams, 

My neéiar'd fireams, that flow'd on fands of gold. 
Then vaniflrd many a fea-girt ifle and grove, 

Their forefts floating on the watry plain: 
Then, fam'd for arts and laws deriv'd from ‘fove, 

My AraanTIs * funk beneath the main. 





* See Plato. 
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No longer bloom'd primeval Even’s bow'rs, 
Nor guardian dragons watch'd th Hesperian fleep : 
With ail their fountains, fragrant fruits and flow'rs, 
Torn from the continent to glut the deep. 


No more to dwell in fylvan feenes I deign’d, 

Yet aft’ defcending to the languid earth, 
With quickning pow'rs the fainting mafs fuftain'd, 

And wak'd her flumbring atoms into birth. 
And ev'ry echo caught my raptur’d name, 

And ev'ry virgin breath’ d her am'rous vows, 
And precious wreaths of rich immortal fame, 


Show’r'd by the Muses, crown'd my lofty brows. 


But chief in Europe, and in Europe's pride, 
My Axrsion’s favour'd realms, I rofe ador'd; 
And pour'd my wealth, to other climes deny'd, 
From AMALTHEA’S horn with plenty flor'd. 


Ab me! for now a younger rival claims 
My ravifh'd henours, and to ber belong 
My choral dances, and victorious games, 


To her my garlands and triumphal fong. 


O fay what yet untafted bounties flow, 

What purer joys await her gentler reign ? 
Do lillies fairer, vi'lets fweeter blow ? 

And warbles Philomel a fofter ftrain? 


Do morning funs in ruddier glory rife? 
Does ew'ning fan her with ferengr gales ? 
Do clouds drop fatnefi from the wealthier fries, 
Or wantans plenty in her happier vales ? 
Ab! no: the blunted beams of dawning light 
Skirt the pale orient with uncertain day ; 
And CyntTutia, riding on the car of night, 
Through clouds embattled faintly wins her way. 


P. ale, 
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Pale, immature, the blighted verdare fprings, 
Nor mounting juices feed the fwelling flow'r ; 
Mute all the groves, nor Philomela fngs 
When Sicence liftens at the midnight hour. 


Nor wonder, man, that nature's bafhful face, 
And op ning charms ber rude embraces fear : 
Is fhe not fprung of APRii.'9 wayward race, 
The fickly daughter of th’ unripen'd year? 
With fhow’rs and funfline in her fickle eyes, 
With hollow {mites proclaiming treach'rous peace ; 
With blufbes, barb'ring in their thin difguife, 
The blaft that riots on the Sprina’s encreafe. 


Is this the fair inveftéd with my fpoil 

By Europe's laws, andSenarts' flern command? 
Ungen’rous Europe, let me fly thy foil, 

And waft my treafires to a grateful land: 


Again revive on Asia's drooping shore 

My Darpune’s groves, or Lycta’s ancient piain ; 
Again to Arric’s fultry fands reflore 

Embow' ring fhades, and Lys1an AmmMon’s fane: 


Or hafte to northern ZemBuia’s favage coaft, 
There hufh to filence elemental frife 5 
Brood o'er the region of eternal froft, 
And fwell ber barren womb with heat and life. 


Then BRITAIN 





Here Joe ceas'd. Indignant grief, 
And parting pangs ber fault ring tongue Juppreft : 
Veil'd in an amber cloud, fhe fought reltef, 
And tears, and filent anguifh told the reft. 





os 
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